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Yet Fates a glory have reserv'd
For one so highly hath deserv'd;
As the rhinoceros doth die
Under his castle-enemy,

As through the crane's trunk throat doth speed     45
The asp doth on his feeder feed;
Fall yet triumphant in thy woe,
Bound with the entrails of thy foe.

A FLY ABOUT A GLASS OF BURNT CLARET

FORBEAR this liquid fire, fly,
It is more fatal than the dry,
That singly, but embracing, wounds,
And this at once both burns and drowns.

The salamander, that in heat                                  5

And flames doth cool his monstrous sweat,
Whose fan a glowing cake, 'tis said,
Of this red furnace is afraid.

Viewing the ruby crystal shine,

Thou tak'st it for heaven crystalline;                    jo

Anon thou wilt be taught to groan,

'Tis an ascended Acheron.

A snowball heart in it let fall,

And take it out a fire-ball:

An icy breast in it betray3d                                   15

Breaks a destructive wild grenade,

'Tis this makes Venus' altars shine,

This kindles frosty Hymen's pine;

When the Boy grows old in his desires,

This flambeau doth new light his fires.                  20

Though the cold hermit ever wail,
Whose sighs do freeze, and tears drop hail,
Once having passed this, will ne'er
Anothei flaming purging fear.

The Vestal drinking this doth burn                       25

Now more than in her fun'ral urn ;
Her fires, that with the sun kept race,
Are now extinguished by her face.